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changed into the sleep from which there is no awakening;
and all that remained of Schiller was a lifeless form, soon
to be mingled with the clods of the valley.

The news of Schiller's death fell cold on many a heart:
not in Germany alone, but over Europe, it was regarded as
a public loss, by all who understood its meaning. In Wei-
mar especially, the scene of his noblest efforts, the abode
of his chosen friends, the sensation it produced was deep
and universal. The public places of amusement were shut;
all ranks made haste to testify their feelings, to honour
themselves and the deceased by tributes to his memory. It
was Friday when Schiller died; his funeral was meant to be
on Sunday; but the state of his remains made it necessary
to proceed before. Doering thus describes the ceremony:

6 According to his own directions, the bier was to be
f borne by private burghers of the city; but several young
' artists and students, out of reverence for the deceased,
4 took it from. them. It was between midnight and one in
6 the morning, when they approached the churchyard. The
' overclouded heaven threatened rain. But as the bier was
c set down beside the grave, the clouds suddenly split asun-
i der, and the moon, coming forth in peaceful clearness,

< threw her first rays on the coffin of the Departed.    They
6 lowered him into the grave;   and the moon again retired
' behind her clouds.     A fierce tempest  of wind began to

< howl, as if it were reminding the bystanders of their great,
' irreparable loss.   At this moment who could have applied
' without emotion the poet's own words :

Alas, the ruddy morning tinges

A silent, cold, sepulchral stone;
And evening throws her crimson fringes

But round his slumber dark and lone !'